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For  the  Oppressed 


known  &  unknown 
yesterday 

today 
tomorrow 


I've  had  enough  of  someone  else's  propaganda. 

I  am  for  truth,  no  matter  who  tells  it. 

I  am  for  justice,  no  matter  who  it  is  for  or  against. 

I  am  a  human  being  first  and  foremost,  and  as  such 

I'm  for  whoever  and  whatever  benefits 

humanity  as  a  whole. 

I  believe  in  anger. 

I  believe  it  is  a  crime  for  anyone 

who  is  being  brutalized  to  continue  to  accept 

that  brutality  without  doing  something  to  defend  himself. 

I  am  for  violence  if  non-violence  means  that  we  continue 

postponing  or  even  delaying  a  solution  to  the  problem. 

Malcolm  X 


Elangovan 

PRESS  RELEASE  TO  INTERNATIONAL  MEDIA 
FRIDAY  04  AUG  2006 

TRUTH  IS  THE  GREATEST  ENEMY  OF  THE  STATE 

The  Media  Development  Authority  of  Singapore's  (MDA)  censorship  of  the  arts 
has  become  an  unbearable  joke  today.  We  applied  for  a  public  entertainment 
licence  for  the  play  SMEGMA,  written  and  directed  by  Elangovan  (bilingual 
poet-playwright-director)  a  month  ago  to  the  MDA  for  censorship  vetting. 

I  called  the  MDA  on  Tue  1  Aug  afternoon  at  about  after  2  pm  to  find  out  about 
the  licence.  I  was  told  that  MDA  has  approved  the  licence  and  it  was  ready  for 
collection. 

About  half  an  hour  later,  I  received  a  call  from  an  MDA  officer  saying  that  the 
licence  was  not  ready  and  they  were  still  processing.  When  I  asked  her  whether 
it  was  a  joke  and  also  added  that  I  would  go  the  media,  she  immediately  did  a 
full  roundabout  and  said  that  the  licence  was  ready  and  we  could  collect  it. 

We  collected  the  black  &  white  approved  licence  document  from  MDA  at 
4.55  pm  on  Tue  1  Aug  06  after  paying  them  S$20  by  NETS  at  the  counter. 
The  conditions  in  the  licence  were  as  expected  -  RA18  with  advisory:  'The 
play  is  Rated  RA18.  The  play  contains  strong  language  and  adult  themes 
that  may  be  objectionable  to  some  members  of  the  public.  The  advisory 
must  be  reflected  in  all  publicity  materials.' 

Today  (Friday  4  Aug  06),  at  about  2.30  pm,  I  received  a  call  from  an  MDA 
official  who  did  not  reveal  her  name.  She  informed  me  that  the  licence  which 
MDA  issued  to  our  group  Agni  Kootthu  (Theatre  of  Fire)  for  the  play  SMEGMA 
has  been  cancelled.  She  did  not  give  any  reasons  and  I  demanded  for  a  written 
letter.  She  said  that  MDA  would  follow  up. 

Meanwhile,  MDA  had  a  press  conference  for  the  local  media  at  3  pm  at  its 
premises  to  inform  that  they  had  cancelled  the  licence  issued  for  the  play 
SMEGMA.  The  script  of  SMEGMA  was  given  to  the  press  members  for  private 
reading  and  collected  back. 

I  finally  received  a  letter  by  fax  today  AT  4.59  pm  from  Ms  Amy  Tsang  of  MDA 
confirming  the  cancellation  of  our  licence  with  the  following  reasons: 

1      [para  1 .  Further  to  our  teleconversation  today,  we  would  like  to  inform 


SMEGMA 

you  that  the  Media  Development  Authority  (MDA)  is  cancelling  the 

arts  entertainment  licence  No:  005/08/2006  issued  on  1  Aug  2006  for 

the  play 'SMEGMA'. 

[para  2.  After  careful  consideration,  we  find  that  the  play  undermines 

the  values  underpinning  Singapore's  multi-racial,  multi-religious 

society,  and  may  negatively  impact  upon  our  bilateral  relations  with 

our  neighbours. 

Para  3.  The  play  portrays  Muslims  in  a  negative  light.  Two  playlets 

featuring  Muslim  terrorists  are  also  provocative  in  view  of  the  increased 

tension  in  the  Middle  east. 

para  4.  In  view  of  this,  MDA  has  decided  not  to  let  the  play  be 

staged.] 


After  the  above  fax,  several  minutes  later,  I  received  a  call  from  MDA  saying 
that  they  would  be  faxing  another  letter  soon  and  it  would  supersede  the  fax 
sent  earlier. 

I  received  the  final  fax  at  5.50  pm  with  a  cover  letter  saying  -  "Please  ignore 
the  earlier  letter  on  the  above  subject  which  we  had  faxed  to  you  before  5 
pm  today.  The  attached  supersedes  the  previous  letter." 

Now,  this  fax  had  only  one  paragraph  (para  2)  to  give  a  reason  for  the  cancel- 
lation: 

1  [para  2:  After  careful  consideration,  we  find  that  the  play  undermines 
the  values  underpinning  Singapore's  multi-racial,  multi-religious 
society,  and  portrays  Muslims  in  a  negative  light."]  * 

2  Paragraph  2  from  the  earlier  letter  had  disappeared  and  paragraph  2 
has  been  amended. 

Elangovan's  TALAQ  faced  a  different  sort  of  problem  in  October  2000  from 
the  then  PELU  (Public  Entertainment  Licensing  Unit)  of  the  CID  (Criminal 
Investigation  Department),  Police.  The  licence  was  not  issued  and  the  whole 
situation  ended  in  a  fiasco,  that  led  to  a  re-look  at  the  censorship  laws  for  plays 
in  Singapore. 

But  now,  six  years  later,  the  esteemed  MDA  has  created  a  mess  for  a  small 
minority  theatre  group,  by  issuing  the  licence  and  then  cancelling  the  licence, 
and  also  changing  their  reasons  for  the  cancellation,  the  same  day. 

MDA  had  one  month  (as  required)  to  vet  the  play.  They  claim  on  their  website 
that  they  would  usually  vet  a  play  and  respond  after  two  weeks.  MDA  had 
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sufficient  time  to  vet  the  play  and  inform  us.  We  would  have  made  the  necessary 
amendments  if  MDA  had  informed  us  earlier. 

What's  wrong  with  the  Censorship  panel  of  MDA  and  its  super-efficient 
officers?  Why  are  MDA  officers  behaving  like  this?  Why  cancel  the  licence  on 
the  eve  of  our  production,  which  is  tomorrow  and  Sunday?  If  MDA  had  cancelled 
the  licence  much  earlier,  we  would  not  have  proceeded  with  our  production.  We 
would  have  saved  our  finances  but  now  we  have  lost  so  much. 

It  only  confirms  that  liberalisation  of  the  arts  in  Singapore  is  just  lip-service  of 
the  66.6%  powers-that  be.  What  happened  to  us  (worse  than  the  TALAQ  incident 
in  2000)  may  happen  to  fellow  artistes  in  this  country.  With  the  National  Day. 
celebrations  to  glorify  nation-building  next  week,  and  the  IMF  (International 
Monetary  Fund)  meeting  in  September,  what  freedom  of  expression  are  we 
talking  about  in  Singapore?  It  is  a  painful  joke.  Grateful  if  you  would  globalise 
this  Singapore  Joke. 

Thank  you. 

S  Thenmoli  (Ms) 

President 

Agni  Kootthu  (Theatre  of  Fire) 


*  There  are  five  Muslims  acting  in  SMEGMA. 


SMEGMA 


Creative  Media  Connected  Society  ^0I^^P^     ^"^M    ^0^^.  Media 

Development 


mda 


Authority 


|  August  2006 

MDA  (AL)  020020245  Tel:  6372  2853 

Application  No:  P20060124  Fax:  6222  0956 


S  Thenmoli 

Agni  Koothu  (Theatre  of  Fire) 


Dear  Mdm  Thenmoli 

Application  for  license  to  hold  a  play  performance  titled  "SMEGMA"  from  5-6 
August  2006  at  Guinness  Theatre,  The  Substation 

I  forward  herewith  licence  bearing  no:  fjbSl°&  [>»**>     together  with  license 


conditions. 


The  licence  is  also  subject  to  the  following  additional  condition: 


a)  The  play  is  rated  RA18:  This  play  contains  strong  language  and  adult  themes 
that  may  be  objectionable  to  some  members  of  the  public. 

b)  The  advisory  must  be  reflected  in  all  publicity  materials. 


Yours 


Nicole 

for  Licensing  Officer 
Media  Content  Division 
Arts  Entertainment 


Licensing  Services  (Films  and  Publications) 

45  Maxwell  Road  #07-1 1/12  URA  Centre  East  Wing  Singapore  0691 18 
telephone  +65  6372  2800  facsimile  +65  6222  0629 
www.mda.gov.sg 
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Cr  >.itiv9  Media  Connected  Society 


MDA  (MC/AL)  020020245 
Application  NO:  P20060124 


mda 


Media 

Development 

Authority 


4  August  2006 


Mdm  S  Thenmoli 

Agni  Koothu  (Theatre  of  Fire) 


Tel:  6372  2801 
Fax:  6222  0956 


Dear  Mdm  Thenmoli 

Cancellation  of  Arts  Entertainment  Licence  No:  005/08/2006  for  The  Play  Titled 
"SMEGMA"  From  5-6  August  2006  at  Guinness  Theatre,  The  Substation 

Further  to  our  teleconversation  today,  we  would  like  to  inform  you  that  the 
Media  Development  Authority  (MDA)  is  cancelling  the  arts  entertainment  licence  No: 
005/08/2006  issued  on  1  August  2006  for  the  play  "SMEGMA", 

2  After  careful  consideration,  we  find  that  the  play  undermines  the  values 
underpinning  Singapore's  multi-racial,  multi-religious  society,  and  may  negatively 
impact  upon  our  bilateral  relations  with  our  neighbours. 

3  The  play  portrays  Muslims  in  a  negative  light.  Two  playlets  featuring  Muslim 
terrorists  are  also  provocative  in  view  of  the  increased  tension  in  the  Middle  East. 

4  In  view  of  this,  MDA  has  decided  not  to  let  the  play  be  staged. 


Yours  sincerely 


ArnyTs 

Licensing  Officer  (Arts  Entertainment) 

Media  Content 


1  \5  hi'!  Street  #04-01  Mn~A  Building  S'ngapcre  1 79369 
tt!  isphons  -65  6837  9973  ;acs.rriie  +65  6336  8023 
v.  ww.mda.gov.sg 
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Creative  Madia  Connected  Society  j/^^^    ^/^tM  J0t^        Media 

Development 
Autho  ity 


MDA  (MC/AL)  020020245 


mda 


4  August  2006 

Mdm  S  Thenmoli  Tel:  6372  2801 

Agni  Koothu  (Theatre  of  Fire)  Fax:  6222  0956 


Dear  Mdm  Thenmoli 

Cancellation  of  Arts  Entertainment  Licence  No:  005/03/2006  for  The  Play  Titled 
"SMEGMA"  From  5-6  August  2006  at  Guinness  Theatre,  The  Substation 

Please  ignore  the  earlier  letter  on  the  above  subject  which  we  had  faxed  to 
you  before  5pm  today. 

2  The  attached  supersedes  the  previous  letter. 

Yours  sincerely 


Ar 

Licensing  Officer  (Arts  Entertainment) 

Media  Content 


140  r- 111:  Street  #(X-01  IVITA  Building  Singapore  179369 
:e'ephone  *65  6837  9973  facsimile  t65  6336  8023 
Www.mda.gDV.sg 
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mda 


Creative  Media  Connected  Society  J0^^^    ^Hj   J0I^^        Media 

Development 
Autho  ity 

MDA  (MC/AL)  020020245 

Application  NO:  P20060124 

4  August  2006 

Mdm  S  Thenmoll  Tel:  6372  2801 

Agni  Koothu  (Theatre  of  Fire)  Fax:  6222  0956 


Dear  Mdm  Thenmoli 

Cancellation  of  Arte  Entertainment  Licence  No:  005/08/2006  for  The  Play  Titled 
"SMEGMA"  From  5-6  August  2006  at  Guinness  Theatre,  The  Substation 

Further  to  our  teleconversation  today,  we  would  like  to  Inform  you  that  the 
Media  Development  Authority  (MDA)  is  cancelling  the  arts  entertainment  licence  No: 
005/08/2006  issued  on  1  August  2006  for  the  play  "SMEGMA". 

2  After  careful  consideration,  we  find  that  the  play  undermines  the  values 
underpinning  Singapore's  multi-racial,  multi-religious  society,  and  portrays  Muslims  in 
a  negative  light. 

3  In  view  of  this,  MDA  has  decided  not  to  let  the  play  be  staged. 
Yours  sincerely 


\myTsang  ^ 


AmyTsang 

Licensing  Officer  (Arts  Entertainment) 

Media  Content 


140  Hill  Street  #04-01  MtTA  Bui  Wing  Singapore  1 79369 
telephone  +55  6837  9973  facs'rr.ile  +65  6336  8023 
www.mda.gov.sg 
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SMEGMA  'was  supposed  to  be  staged'  by  Agni  Kootthu  (Theatre 
of  Fire)  on  Sat  5  and  Sun  6  Aug  2006  at  the  Guinness  Theatre,  The 
Substation,  with  support  from  the  Arts  Fund.  The  performance  was 
given  an  Arts  Entertainment  Licence  with  RA1 8  (Restricted  Artistic 
18  years  and  above  only)  rating  and  advisory:  The  play  contains 
strong  language  and  adult  themes  that  may  be  objectionable 
to  some  members  of  the  public'  by  the  Media  Content  Division 
(Publications  and  Arts)  of  the  Media  Development  Authority  (MDA) 
on  Tue  1  Aug  2006.  The  licence  was  'ridiculously'  cancelled  on 
Friday  4  Aug  06,  the  eve  of  the  production  by  the  same  MDA.  So 
SMEGMA  was  not  staged. 


Performed  by 

Ahamed  Ali  Khan 

Dew  (Kasamawati  Masmintra  Chaiyanara) 

Max  Ling  Sun  Ginn 

Nina  Mareta  Kosasih 

Shaiful  Risan  bin  Mohamed  Hassan 

Sugiman  bin  Rahmat 

Theresa  Chan 
Umi  Kalthum  bte  Ismail 


Lighting  Design:  Paw  Sorensen 

Sound  Design  &  Technical  Manager:  Andre  Danker 

Set  Design:  Elangovan 

Stage  Manager:  Regina  Chua 

Production  Manager:  S  Thenmoli 


Written  and  directed  by  Elangovan 
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In  every  society,  the  privileged  groups'  control  over  and  exploitation  of 
the  disadvantaged  groups  is  the  key  source  to  social  problems.  These 
problems  endlessly  shape  the  material  and  spiritual  landscapes  of  the 
outsiders.  The  outsiders'  education  and  environment  generates  beliefs 
and  values  that  are  diametrically  opposed  to  the  empowered  status 
quo  and  if  unchecked  will  fester  and  spread  like  virulent  disease  to 
destroy  everything  set  by  the  powers  that  be.  SMEGMA  explores  this 
plastic  society's  hidden  hierarchies  by  surfacing  the  experiences  of  its 
outsiders:  -  Would  you  rape  for  the  sake  of  your  country?  Would  you 
kill  children  for  your  faith?  Are  you  a  transsexual  waiting  for  God  at  the 
MRT  station?  Are  you  a  Foreign  Talent  who  thinks  Singaporeans  are 
bloody  stupid?  Would  you  kill  for  your  right  to  smoke  in  a  bus  stop?  Are 
you  an  ex-opposition  politician  who  believes  in  freedom  of  expression  in 
the  cell?  Are  you  a  foreign  maid  selling  you  virginity  for  financial  safety? 
Do  you  like  to  make  love  to  under-aged  girls  on  weekends?  Would  you 
throw  pork  into  a  prayer  session?  Would  you  employ  an  illegal  immigrant 
ghost?  Are  you  a  pregnant  suicide-bomber  who  wants  to  take  the  children 
and  MP  to  heaven?  SMEGMA  interrogates  the  'moral,  cultural,  religious, 
political,  economical  legitimacy  world'  from  many  different  perspectives 
of  the  underdogs  and  their  masters.  When  the  comfort-zone  is  shattered 
ugliness  rears  its  head  like  cheesy  SMEGMA. 


INSURGENCY 

[As  lights  fade-in,  a  Female  in  CSC,  cradling  white  cloth  with  blood 
stains  is  seen  singing  the  Krai  Noa?  (Who?)  -  Southern  Thai 
nursery  rhyme.  VO  in  English.  Female  -  Dew.  Soldier  1  -  Shaiful. 
Soldier  2  -  Max.] 

Female:         Krai  noa  rak  rau  tau  shiwi? 

Krai  noa  pranee  mai  mee  suem  klai? 
Krai  noa  rak  rau  chai  peang  ruup  gai? 
Rak  kau  mai  naai 
Mi  kit  turn  lai 
Krai  noa? 

Krai  noa  rak  rau  tau  suang  nai? 

Krai  noa  aujai  ploap  rau  reay  ma? 

Krai  noa  rak  rau  dung  duang  kaew  ta? 

Rak  kau  kwang  kwah,  peuun  pa-sutha,  na-pa  kaat 
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Ja  au  loak  ma  turn  paak-ka 

Laew  au  na-pa  ma  taen  kradat 

Au  naam  mot  ma  ha  samut  taan  muek  waat 

Prakat  pra  khun  mai  poh 

Krai  noa  rak  rau  tau  shiwan? 

Krai  noa  krai  kan  hair  au  kee  kow 

Khun  Poh!  Khun  Maa! 

Krai  noa  chak  chuan  du  nang  see  jaw 

Ru  laew  la-koh 

Ya  mua  ruang  raw  toat  tan  boon  khun 

VO:  Who  loves  us  as  much  as  life  itself? 

Who  is  kind  to  us  at  all  times? 
Who  loves  us  regardless  of  our  looks? 
Unchanging  love, 
No  thoughts  to  destroy... 
Who? 

Who  loves  us  deeply  in  their  hearts? 
Who  consoles  us  all  the  while? 
Who  loves  us  like  the  apple  of  their  eye? 
Loves  us  wider  than  the  earth  and  skies? 

Even  if  you  take  the  world  and  use  it  as  a  pen 

Take  the  sky  as  paper 

Take  all  the  oceans  to  be  the  ink 

It  is  still  not  enough  to  show  their  sacrifice  and 

devotion 

Who  loves  us  more  than  life? 

Who  gives  and  lets  us  ride  on  their  back? 

Our  Father!  Our  Mother! 

Who  tucks  us  snugly  into  bed? 

If  you  know,  then  don't  put  it  off  any  longer... 

repay  their  sacrifice  and  devotion. 
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[Soldier  1  &  2  enter  from  USL  &  USR  when  VO  fades  out  near  the 
last  stanza.  Soldier  1  snatches  cloth  from  Female.] 

Female:  My  baby!  My  baby! 

Soldier  1 :  [Soldier  1  plays  with  cloth.]  Stupid  bitch!  No  more 
baby,  only  cloth.  See!  See!  Now  got  baby!  Now  no 
baby!  Magic! 

[Soldier  1  throws  cloth  to  Soldier  2.  Soldier  2  picks  up  the  cloth, 
sees  blood  on  the  cloth  and  throws  it  aside  in  horror] 

Soldier  2:         What  happened  to  her  baby? 

Soldier  1:  Dead!  One  idiot  panicked  during  the  raid.  Baby 
cried.  He  sprayed  the  bullets. 

[Soldier  1  grabs  Female  and  kicks  her] 

Soldier  2:         But  the  baby! 

Soldier  1:  Don't  feel  bad.  This  is  a  fucking  war.  Anyway, 
today's  baby  is  tomorrow's  terrorist. 

Soldier  2:  I  know  this  is  an  insurgency.  18  months  of  conflict 
has  claimed  about  1300  lives  on  both  sides.  But 
there  is  a  limit  to  atrocities  committed  by  your 
peace-loving  majority.  [Soldier  1  stomps  and  kicks 
Female.  She  screams.]  Hey!  Stop  it!  Enough! 

Soldier  1 :  Stop?  Tell  them  to  stop  blowing  up  our  people.  Tell 
them  to  stop  beheading  our  monks.  Tell  them  to 
stop  stoning  our  children  to  death.  I  will  stop.  We 
will  stop.  [Grabs  Female's  right  hand  and  break- 
ing her  finger]  Will  her  husband  stop?  [Female 
screams.] 

Soldier  2:         This  is  crazy  man.  Stop  it.  She  doesn't  look  like  a 
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terrorist.  We  are  supposed  to  look  for  our  missing 
soldier.  But  you  are  torturing  a  civilian. 

Soldier  1:         Okay!  I  stop!  Now  you  interrogate  her. 

Soldier  2:         Me? 

Soldier  1:  They  abducted  your  soldier.  Your  fucking  stupid 
soldier  who  came  for  training.  Not  our  soldier.  So! 
Go  on.  Ask  her.  She  graduated  from  a  Pendok. 
Don't  know?  Her  religious  school.  English  no 
problem. 

Soldier  2:  [Soldier  2  speaks  and  gesticulates  to  Female 
with  hand  movements.  Soldier  1  sniggers  from 
moment  to  moment.]  Where  is  your  husband? 
Where  is  he  hiding  my  soldier?  Come  on.  Tell  me! 
I  will  guarantee  your  safety.  Nothing  will  happen 
to  you.  I  am  not  here  to  kill  your  people.  I  am  here 
as  an  observer.  You  know  what  is  observer?  See 
and  study.  Write  report.  Not  kill  people.  I  know  you 
are  very  sad.  Very  angry.  But  I  didn't  kill  your  baby. 
Your  husband  and  his  group  have  abducted  one 
of  my  men.  I  have  to  take  him  back  to  his  family. 
He  also  got  baby.  Tell  me!  Where?  I  am  not  after 
your  husband.  [Soldier  1  laughs  loudly.  Soldier  2 
stares  at  Soldier  1.]  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  your 
husband.  Give  me  a  name.  Someone  I  could  talk 
to. 

Female:  Okay. 

Soldier  2:  [Moves  closer  to  her]  Tell  me.  I'll  make  sure  that 
you'll  be  released.  Where? 

Female:  Here!  [She  points  to  her  lips  and  spits  on  his 

face.] 


Soldier  2:         [Wipes  his  face.  Slaps  her]  Bloody  bitch! 


SMEGMA 


Soldier  1: 

Soldier  2: 
Soldier  1: 
Soldier  2: 

Soldier  1: 

Soldier  2: 
Soldier  1: 


Soldier  2: 
Soldier  1: 


Female: 


Hey  hey  hey!  Stop  abusing  our  prisoner.  She  won't 
talk.  You  need  your  soldier? 

Yes! 

Fuck  her! 

[To  Female]  Fuck  you!  Fuck  you!  Fuck  you!  Fuck 
you!  Fuck  you! 

I  said  fuck  her  like  a  man.  [Showing  fucking  posture] 
Not  fuck  her  with  your  mouth!  Fuck  her.  It  will  also 
help  me  in  the  report  on  your  performance. 

No!  I  have  never  done  this  kind  of  thing.  I'm 
married.  Rape  is  against  human  rights. 

Human  rights?  Hey  boy,  no  wonder  they  call  your 
red  dot  island's  army  a  schoolboy  army.  This  is  not 
like  doing  charity  work  in  disaster  areas  with  your 
expensive  hardware.  Now  listen!  This  is  a  fucking 
dirty  war.  You  have  two  options.  Option  one:  you 
fuck  her  and  get  your  soldier.  Option  two:  official 
rapist  will  fuck  her  and  get  the  information. 

Official  rapist? 

HIV  positive  patient.  We  use  him  to  fuck  this  kind  of 
bitches.  Surprise,  surprise.  The  moment  he  opens 
their  holes,  they  open  their  mouths.  We  get  the 
information,  he  gets  his  medication.  What  are  you 
waiting  for?  They  might  be  skinning  your  Chinese 
soldier  alive  and  roast  him  like  what  the  Afghans 
did  to  the  Russians.  [He  positions  her  like  a  dog  in 
between  his  legs.  Pulls  her  head  back.  Kicks  her] 
Bark!  Bark! 

[Barks  and  howls  in  pain.] 
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Soldier  2:         Why  are  you  humiliating  her?  It  is  against  her 
religion. 

Soldier  1:         No  problem.  Foreplay  my  friend.  Foreplay.  All  for 
you.  Now  fuck  her  and  find  out  the  truth. 

Soldier  2:         [Touches  her.]  Can  you  speak  English? 

Female:  Don't  touch  me  you  fucking  Chinese  pig!  [Fade-out. 

She  screams.] 

RAINBOW  HOTEL 

[Male  1  &  Female  1,  Male  2  &  Female  2  are  asleep.  Separate 
rooms.  Phone  rings.  Male  1  answers.  Male  1  -  Max.  Female  1 
-  Umi.  Male  2  -  AH.  Female  2  -  Nina.] 

Malel:  Hello! 

VO:  Selamat  Pagi.  Good  morning.  Welcome  to  Rain- 

bow Hotel.  Abang,  nak  otah-otah?  Sir,  want  otah- 
otahl 

Male  1:  No.  Fuck,  no-lah.  Tak  mahu.  No.  Don't  want. 

Nahbeh.  [Hangs  up.]  Bloody  front-desk.  Everytime 
when  I'm  fucking,  they  call  and  ask  whether  I  want 
otah.  Spoil  my  fucking  mood. 

[Male  2  gets  up  and  makes  a  phone  call.  Phone  rings.  Male  1 
picks  up  the  receiver] 

Male  1:  Fuck  you-lah!  Hello!  I  said  I  don't  want  otah.  Tak 

Mau.  Cheebye. 

Male  2:  Oi!  It's  me-lah.  You  think  what,  the  reception-desk 

is  it?  They  disturb  you  also-ah? 

Male  1:  Yeah  man.  Cha  siao  cha  bi  (trouble  over  this 
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trouble  over  that).  What  nuisance  man?  I  follow 
you  to  this  Rainbow  Hotel  to  fuck  all  the  Indonesian 
cheebye  and  I  get  non-stop  phone-calls  asking  me 
[Voice  changes  to  falsetto]  Abang,  nak  otah-  otah. 
Pukimak! 

Male  2:  Cool  down-lah  brudder.  Cool  man.  Different 

culture,  different  business  style.  You  must  be 
grateful  they  allow  Kafirs  like  us  to  fuck  their  teen- 
age girls.  You  must  understand.  Other  things,  got 
religion.  Cheebye  where  got  religion.  You  give 
cock,  take  cheebye.  They  talk  cock,  take  Rupiah. 
Be  tolerant.  Relax-lah  brudder.  They  also  need 
business  to  survive  what.  Hey!  How  is  your  girl? 
Shiok  or  not? 

Male  1:  My  girl  ah.  Oh  my  god.  Fuck-lah.  Cannot  speak 

English.  I  speak  only  pasar  Malay.  Problem-s/a/. 
Fucking  also  got  language  problem.  Not  bilingual- 
lah.  No  experience.  Don't  know  how  to  give  blow- 
job,  I've  to  teach  her  to  give  a  proper  blow-job.  But 
body  very  fresh  la.  Breasts  small  small  one,  cute 
cute,  like  char  siew  bao  (Roast  pork  bun).  First 
time  ask  her  to  strip.  She  said  [Voice  changes  to 
falsetto]  Abang,  saya  malu  (Dear,  I'm  shy).  Take  out 
my  lapchong  (sausage)  only,  she  start  crying,  say 
my  one  so  big,  very  pain.  But  after  I  drill  her  hole 
with  my  three  fingers,  she  can  ride  me  like  cowgirl, 
until  I  cannot  tahan  (take  it)  man.  Nahbeh,  wayang 
(show)  man.  After  every  fuck  she  wants  to  eat,  eat 
like  pig  some  more. 

Male  2:  Alamakl  She's  Muslim.  How  can  you  call  her  a  pig? 

Be  kind  la.  She  also  has  to  graduate  in  fucking. 
They  come  from  very  poor  families,  no  chance  of 
eating  such  good  food.  They  come  here  to  work 
in  a  factory,  but  they  end  up  becoming  the  fucking 
factory.  Thanks  to  Singapore's  economy  man.  You 
know  politics  or  not?  Every  weekend,  about  30  to 
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40,000  Singapore  cocks  land  here  to  let  go  their 
multiracial  juice.  We  are  better  than  our  bohlampa 
(no  balls)  politicians.  We  are  the  pragmatic  diplo- 
mats. We  come  here  to  fuck  these  girls  and  boost 
the  Indonesian  economy  and  fine-tune  our  foreign 
affairs  with  the  world's  fourth  largest  populated  na- 
tion. Our  government  should  check  our  passport 
and  choose  one  of  us  for  the  highest  number  of 
fucks  overseas  and  give  us  a  National  Day  award 
for  globalizing  our  talent  okay.  Brudder,  I  tell  you. 
If  your  girl  cannot  fuck  properly,  never-mind,  teach 
her-lah.  Do  some  social  work-lah.  You  pay  so  little 
and  get  good  service  what.  In  return,  she  will  fuck 
our  fellow  Singaporeans  better  the  next  time.  These 
girls  are  excellent  weekend  lovers  for  us  man. 

Male  1:  You  are  right  man.  She  gives  me  fucking  good 

service  you  know?  She  serves  me  food,  pours  my 
drink,  lights  my  cigarette,  scrubs  me,  bathes  me, 
fetches  my  slippers,  cuddles  up  to  me  in  the  night 
when  I  sleep.  Sibeh  song-ah  . . .  very  shiok-ah.  And 
some  more  you  know  what  are  not?  She  fuck  me 
so  many  times  man.  Wahlau-eh,  never  fuck  fuck 
fuck  fuck  like  this  before.  But  something  not  right 
man.  Is  she  really  1 8?  Look  very  young  you  know? 
I  check  her  particulars,  only  14  man. 

Male  2:  You  mean  you  are  worried  about  fucking  underaged 

girls?  My  girl  here  only  1 2,  but  got  big  coconuts  and 
look  like  21 . 1  think,  a  fuck  by  every  Singapore  cock 
makes  these  Indonesian  girls  mature  very  fast.  We 
came  here  to  fuck,  not  do  social  work.  Your  wife 
can  do  all  this  or  not? 

Male  1 :  Fuck-lah,  don't  remind  me  of  that  bitch-lah.  Boring 

cheebye.  Fuck  also  only  missionary  style.  Some 
more  "Darling,  close  your  eyes.  Darling,  switch  off 
the  lights."  Ask  her  do  doggie-style,  she  tell  me 
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"Darling,  don't  be  cruel  to  animals,  wait  SPCAfine 
us."  I  don't  want  to  think  about  that  bitch.  I  told  her 
I'm  attending  a  conference  on  positive  thinking  in 
Bintan.  All  paid  for  by  my  company.  What  did  you 
tell  your  bitch? 

Male  2:  Wife?  I  just  divorced  her  after  withdrawing  my  CPF. 

My  children  all  grow  up  already  what.  They  will  take 
care  of  her.  Anyway,  her  hole  is  also  so  rusty,  too 
dry,  no  more  grease.  I  got  a  juicy  new  girl  in  Batam 
now.  16  years  old.  She  is  pregnant  man.  I  can  still 
do  it  man. 

Male  1:  [Laughs]  You  bastard  man.  You  fucking  lobang 

(hole)  king  what.  So  many  wives,  I  respect  you  for 
introducing  Tanjung  Pinang  to  me  man.  The  sin- 
ner's paradise  man.  This  place  rocks  man. 

Male  2:  I  told  you  what.  You  know  how  many  groups  I've 

taken  to  all  these  fuckshops  or  not?  That's  why 
everyone  want  me  to  be  their  group  leader.  Any 
fucking  mission,  just  call  me.  I  know  all  the  lobangs 
here  okay.  I've  taken  virgins  like  you  to  Tanjung 
Balai  in  Karimun  Island,  Tanjung  Batu  in  Kundur 
Island  for  different  kind  of  experience  you  know. 
Batam  is  boring.  Tanjung  Pinang  in  Bintan  is  still 
okay.  A  lot  of  new  girls.  Some  more  very  fresh  ones 
okay.  They  come  not  only  from  Riau  Archipelago, 
but  as  far  as  Aceh.  In  Singapore  where  got  this  kind 
of  variety? 

Male  1 :  How  are  the  other  guys  doing?  Any  problem? 

Male  2:  All  fucking  their  brains  out.  But  the  blur  NS  man 

called  me  to  ask  for  KY  jelly.  He  cannot  screw  his 
girl.  Cheebye  too  tight.  Too  bushy.  Don't  know  which 
hole  to  put  his  cock  inside.  I  told  him,  if  you  have 
not  fucked  her  then  they  will  send  you  another  one. 
But  he  said  he  had  already  put  his  middle  finger 
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inside  to  check.  Committed  already.  Too  bad-lah. 
Cannot  change  girl.  So  I  told  him  to  switch  on 
Discovery  Channel  to  see  how  animals  fuck  and 
learn  to  fuck. 

Male  1 :  Hahaha!  Hey  brudder,  anyway-ah,  these  girls  clean 

or  not? 

Male  2:  Hey  brudder!  Very  clean.  They  go  see  doctor  for 

check  up  every  40  days.  They  are  safer  than  the 
SIA  girls-lah.  Some  more  they  take  in  customers  on 
weekends  only  what.  Other  days,  they  work  in  the 
factories.  If  you  don't  trust  then  wear  saror?g-lah. 

Male  1:  Sarong?  Hey!  I  not  Muslim  okay.  Are  you  serious? 

Can  borrow  your  sarong  or  not? 

Male  2:  Hey  cinababi  (Chinese  pig),  this  sarong  means 

condom-lah  bodok  (moron).  Anyway-ah,  did  you 
tell  the  receptionist  to  block  the  IDD  calls  from  your 
room? 

Malel:  No.  Why? 

Male  2:  Don't  ever  trust  these  bitches.  When  you  are  in  the 

toilet,  they  would  quietly  make  IDD  calls  to  their 
kampongs  to  talk  to  their  families.  The  hotel  knows 
this  and  makes  good  commission  for  the  calls.  And 
you  end  up  paying  the  bill  when  you  check-out.  So 
block  the  IDD  service  from  your  room  before  you 
take  your  bath.  And,  did  you  use  the  herbal  tree-bark 
I  bought  for  you? 

Male  1:  Forgot  man. 

Male  2:  Fuck  you-lah.  It  is  a  special  tree-bark.  Expensive. 

It  can  make  your  cock  stand  for  a  long  time.  You 
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have  to  dilute  the  tree-bark  with  water  and  apply 
the  solution  around  the  rim  of  your  cock-head.  The 
solution  will  be  like  teh-o  (plain  tea)  colour.  Don't 
apply  too  much.  Otherwise  your  cock  will  remain 
standing  for  a  week  and  you  will  have  problem  ex- 
plaining to  your  wife  when  you  go  home  on  Sunday 
night.  And  Singapore  Immigration  will  charge  you 
for  carrying  offensive  weapon  into  the  country. 


Male  1 


Jialatjialat  (very  serious).  This  one  jialat.  Tell  me 
about  it  man.  Did  you  use  it? 


Male  2:  I  just  used  before  calling  you.  And  my  brother 

is  standing  up  now.  Lucky  I  never  show  the 
Malaysians,  Otherwise  they  will  borrow  my  one  to 
build  the  new  causeway  bridge  to  Singapore  man. 
Hey  do  you  want  to  hear  me  fuck  my  girl? 

Male  1:  Also  can.  Anyway  my  girl  is  still  sleeping  and 

snoring.  Make  me  hot  brother.  I  am  not  putting 
down  the  phone. 

Male  2:  Hold  on  to  your  receiver.  [To  female  2]  Sayang 

(Dear),  get  up.  Get  up! 

Female  2:        Tak  mahul  Tak  mahu\  No!  No!  Please! 

Male  2:  Oi!  Get  down!  Hey  brother!  I  am  making  her  kneel 

on  her  hands  and  knees.  Hear  her  begging  now.  I 
am  going  to  pump  her  arsehole. 


Malel 


Aiyo!  Shiok  man.  I  am  waiting.  Give  it  to  the  bitch 
brother.  Give  her  the  Singapore  fuck  man. 


Female  2:         Tolongl  Tolong\  Abang  tolongl  Help.  Pain. 

Male  2:  Awak  mahu  tak?  Do  you  want  it?  Hey  brother,  I  am 

showing  her  some  more  Rupiah  notes. 
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Female  2:        Ya  abang  saya  mahu\,  Saya  suka  kontol  besar 
awak\ 

Male  1:  Aiyah!  I  am  not  bilingual-lah.  Can  you  translate  for 

me? 

Male  2:  I  'II  make  her  translate.  Hey  say  it.  Say  in  English. 

Ya  abang  saya  mahu\  Yes  darling  I  want  it. 

Female  2:        Ya  abang  saya  mahu\  Yes  darling  I  want  it. 

Male  2:  Saya  suka  kontol  besar  awak.  I  love  your  big  cock. 

Female  2:        Saya  suka  kontol  besar  awak.  I  love  your  big  cock. 

Male  1 :  Eh,  cheebye.  I  very  hot  already,  wahlau  buay  tahan 

liao.  I  am  going  to  do  the  same  thing  to  my  girl  man. 
Hey  darling.  Wake  up.  Get  the  fuck  up.  Hey  cheebye. 
Wake  up  wake  up. 

Female  1 :        [Wakes  up.]  Abang  mahu? 

Male  1:  Yes.  Abang  want  it  now.  Mahu.  Want.  Turn.  Come 

on.  Turn.  Buka  belakang.  Open  backside. 

Female  1 :        [Screams  in  pain] Aah!  Abang\  Tolongl  Tolongl  Sakit 
(pain)!  Sekarang  rosa  (wait  spoil). 

F  1  &  2:  Saya  datangl  Saya  akan  datangl 

Male  1 :  What  the  fuck  are  they  saying? 

Male  2:  Akan  datang?  I'm  cumming!  I'm  going  to  cum! 

All:  Aaaah!  [All  collapse.  Silence.] 

[Male  1  's  handphone  rings.  Male  1  and  girl  speak  with  American 
accent.  Girl's  dialogues  are  shared  by  Female  1  and  Female  2.] 
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Malel:  Hello! 

Girl:  Daddy!  I  have  been  like  trying  to  reach  you.  You  are 

not  answering  the  phone.  I  messaged  you  a  zillion 
times.  Are  you  very  busy? 

Male  1:  Girl.  I've  been  terribly  busy.  Just  finished  my  pres- 

entation. Where  is  Mummy  love? 

Girl:  Mummy  went  to  church.  You  know,  some  workshop 

on  counselling  child  abuse  victims.  You  know  her, 
nothing  better  to  do.  When  are  you  coming  back? 

Male  1 :  Tomorrow  night.  Why  love? 

Girl:  Do  you  know  what  day  is  it  on  Monday? 

Male  1 :  Monday?  What  day  love? 

Girl:  Daddy!  You  forgot  my  birthday? 

Male  1 :  Oh  my  god!  I'm  really  sorry  love.  I've  been  working 

very  hard  here.  I  am  exhausted.  I  didn't  forget.  My 
mind  is  just  blank  with  all  this  reports. 

Girl:  Okay.  I  believe  you.  Do  you  know  how  old  I  will  be 

on  Monday? 

Male  1 :  My  darling  will  be  thirteen  years  old.  Right  sweetie? 

And  daddy  is  going  to  get  you  a  special  present  to 
make  you  very  happy. 

Girl:  Like  you  know  what  I  want. 

Male  1  The  latest  3G  Nokia  handphone. 

Girl:  I  love  you  so  much  daddy. 
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Male  1 :  I  love  you  dear.  You  are  very  precious  to  me.  [They 

exchange  kisses.] 

Girl:  Bye  daddy.  Don't  work  so  hard.  Enjoy  your  trip. 

Male  1:  I  am.  Bye  love. 

Female  1:        Abangl  Tomorrow  my  birthday.  Can  buy  me 
present? 

Male  1 :  [Laughs.  Fade-out.] 

EXERCISE 

[Two  children  wearing  torn  clothes  are  playing  tag.  Male  1  enters 
from  C  and  stays  USC.  Children  amuse  themselves  with  Male  1  's 
traditional  Arabic  attire.  Male  2  and  Female  1  wait  for  instruction 
from  Male  1.  Male  1  -  Shaiful.  Male  2  -  Sugiman.  Female  1  -  Umi. 
Female  2  -  Dew.   Children  -  Theresa  &  Nina.] 

Male  1:  [Touches  the  children]  Habibi  (Beloved).  Come 

closer  habibi.  [To  Male  27  Where  did  you  find  them? 
Allah  can  see  a  black  ant  walk  on  a  black  stone  in 
a  black  night.  Where  did  you  find  them? 

Female  1 :        They  were  picking  wild  berries. 

Male  1 :  Ya  habbat  ayenee  (O  pupil  of  my  eye),  but  they  are 

smiling.  They  seem  to  have  no  fear. 

Male  2:  Mentally  retarded.  Their  parents  were  killed  when 

we  blew  up  the  national  school.  Monks  were  taking 
care  of  them.  Shall  I  release  them? 

Male  1 :  No!  [Female  2  enters  with  white  cloth  and  a  tray 

of  stones.  Male  2  and  Female  1  force  the  children 
down  on  the  floor  back  to  back,  and  wrap  them  up 
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in  white  cloth,  exposing  only  their  heads.]  Excellent. 
Come  habiibi,  come.  Take  these  gifts  from  heaven! 
[They  take  the  stones.] 

Female  1 :        They  are  children.  They  don't  even  understand  our 
cause. 

Male  1:  Habibil  An  army  of  sheep  led  by  a  lion  would 

defeat  an  army  of  lions  led  by  a  sheep.  I  don't  like 
to  fund  weaklings.  I  want  to  see  your  organisation's 
strength.  Cruelty  is  necessary  in  a  holy  war  to  carve 
your  independent  nation.  After  this  exercise,  leave 
the  corpses  outside  the  military  camp.  The  military 
must  compare  notes  on  cruelty  and  perhaps  some 
raw  evidence  to  show  the  world  and  to  cremate 
these  Kafirs.  We  must  always  respect  the  belief- 
systems  of  others,  especially  their  choice  of  death 
and  disposal.  What  are  you  waiting  for? 

[Male  1  &  Female  1  stone  the  children.  The  children  laugh,  scream 
and  then  become  silent.] 

Male  1 :  Al-kalaamu  min  alfiddati,  wa-lakinna  as-sukuuta 

min  al-dhahabi.  Speech  is  silver,  but  silence  is  gold. 
[Fade-out.] 


FREEDOM  OF  EXPRESSION 

[Three  men  in  a  cell.  Male  2  &  3  are  asleep.  Male  2  makes  me- 
owing noise  in  his  sleep.  Male  3  does  wire-stripping  action  in  his 
sleep.  Male  1  goes  between  2  and  3  and  tries  to  wake  them  up. 
Male  1  -  AH.  Male  2  -  Max.  Male  3  -  Sugiman.] 

Male  1:  Hey  wake  up! 

Male  2:  Oil  Simi  tai  chi  (What's  the  matter)? 
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Male  1 :  What  did  you  do? 

Male  2:  Me-ah?  I  kill  all  the  neighbourhood  cats.  I  hate 

cat.  I  see  cat,  I  kick.  $10,000  fine  and  12  months. 
Cannot  pay  fine  go  jail-lah.  SARs  time  they  use 
the  Bangla  (Bangladeshi)  sweepers  to  catch  all 
the  HDB  cats  and  put  into  one  gunny-sack  okay. 
The  cats  killed  each  other  inside  the  sack.  Easy  job 
man.  How  come  no  fine  for  them-ah?  Only  foreign 
talent  can  kill  cats-ah? 

Male  3:  Aku(\),  steal  16  metre  long  power  cable.  They  say 

it  is  worth  $3,235.  Kena  (got)  three  weeks.  Tidak 
kerja  (no  job),  what  to  do?  Churi  (steal)  copper 
wire-lah. 

Male  2:  So  what  did  you  do? 

Male  3:  Your  face-ah  ...  you  look  macham  (like)  intelligent 

lawyer.  Steal  client's  money  and  run  away-ah? 

Male  1:  No  my  dear  friends.  They  charged  me  for  civil 

disobedience. 

Male  2:  Civil  disobedience?  Li  gong  simi  (what  are  you 

talking  about)? 

Male  1:  I  am  a  politician.  Human  rights  activist. 

2  &  3:  Hello!  Politician?  You  look  like  mee-goreng  mamak 

(Indian  fried  noodle  seller).  Don't  goreng  us. 

Male  1 :  Well  ...  I  farted  at  Speaker's  Corner. 

2  &  3:  Speaker's  corner?  Farted?  Fuck-lah.  No  wonder- 

lah. 

Male  1:  They  took  it  as  an  attempt  to  incite  violence  or 
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disobedience  to  the  law  that  was  likely  to  lead  to 
a  breach  of  peace.  Well  you  see,  I  did  not  register 
for  farting,  but  speaking.  There  is  no  freedom  of 
expression  in  this  bloody  island. 

Male  2:  Hey!  You  say  you  politician.  Buah  siang-lei.  (Don't 

look  like).  Election  time  never  see  your  face  before. 
Cannot  believe. 

Male  3:  Ask  question  can  answer  or  not? 

Male  1:  Gentlemen.  Please  proceed.  I  enjoy  intellectual 

discourse  with  the  proletariat. 

Male  2:  Our  country  got  red  colour  for  what? 

Male  3:  Red  colour?  The  one  in  the  flag-lah. 

Male  1:  It  states  for  universal  brotherhood  and  equality  of 

men.  The  only  brotherhood  is  when  they  form  a 
new  GRC  (Group  Representative  Constituency). 
And  the  equality  is  when  they  never  fulfil  pre- 
election promises,  but  make  sure  everything  goes 
up  and  you  all  go  down  to  suck. 

Male  3:  You  gila  (mad)  or  what?  Our  government  good 

government  okay? 

Male  2:  Nevermind  nevermind,  you  ask  you  ask. 

Male  3:  Very  clever.  Very  smart.  The  white  colour  for 

what? 

Male  1 :  Purity  and  virtue.  For  the  voters,  not  the  rulers.  You 

cannot  talk  about  it.  Otherwise  you  get  all  the  Ds 
democratically. 

Male  2:  D  for  Desker  Road? 
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Male  1 :  D  for  defamation,  damages,  detention,  depression, 

distress  and  finally  destruction. 

Male  2:  Crescent  moon? 

Male  1:  It's  not  a  moon.  It  will  always  remain  a  crescent.  It 

will  never  be  a  full  moon.  Young  nation  on  the  rise. 
The  only  rise  is  pay  rise  for  the  bosses.  Singapore 
boss  gets  US$1,100,000  basic  annual  salary. 
USA  President  gets  about  $US200,000.  UK  Prime 
Minister  gets  about  US$170,556.  Australian  Prime 
Minister  gets  about  US$137,060. 

Male  2:  Cheebye,  I  never  even  get  my  progress  package. 

Male  3:  My  progress  package?  Prisoner  also  got  pay  income 

tax  what? 

Male  1:  I  used  to  have  the  five  'C's.  Cash,  credit-card, 

car,  condominium  and  country-club  membership. 
I  was  made  a  bankrupt  and  lost  everything.  But  I 
am  fortunate  to  get  at  least  this  lC\  7  foot  by  15 
foot  cell  with  a  straw  mat  next  to  the  toilet  bucket 
which  both  of  you  fill  with  excrement  all  the  time. 
Thank  you  gentlemen,  for  the  genuine  Singapore 
working-class  suckers'  smell. 

Male  3:  At  least  people  like  you  got  enjoy  the  five  'C's  what? 

Heartlanders  like  us-ah,  no  choice  you  know,  only 
one  'C. 

Male  2:  Wife's  cheebye. 

Male  3:  Okay-lah.  What  about  the  five  stars? 

Male  1 :  Democracy,  peace,  progress,  justice  and  equality. 

Bollocks  to  the  megalomaniacal  dictators  fixated 
with  power.  The  foreign  Reporters  Without  Borders 
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has  ranked  us  140  out  of  167  countries  in  its  an- 
nual press  freedom  index.  When  I  ask  for  more 
liberalization  for  this  society  they  call  me  political 
gangster,  liar,  cheat  and  madman.  Do  you  know  that 
the  Asian  Human  Rights  Commission  described  our 
city-state  as  a  place  where  freedom  of  assembly, 
freedom  of  expression  and  the  capacity  to  assert 
one's  right  do  not  exist  at  all?  Do  you  know  that  the 
authorities  have  highly  sophisticated  capabilities  to 
monitor  all  your  telephone  conversations  and  use 
of  the  internet  and  conduct  surveillance  Do  you 
understand? 

Male  2:  Understand  what?  Lia  bo  giu  ...catch  no  balls.  Mai 

ga  limpeh  talk  cock-lah  (Stop  talking-cock-lah).  We 
never  pay  telephone  bill.  We  got  no  computer.  Don't 
know  how  to  use  Internet.  Hello  uncle!  Mamak! 
What  English  are  you  speaking-ah?  You  can  tell 
any  dirty  joke  or  not?  Or  tell  us  how  you  fucked  your 
wife  the  first  time-lah. 

Male  3:  Aiyahl  Sudah-lah,  sudah-lah.  Enough-lah  enough- 

lah.  Enough  of  your  stupid  politics-lah.  You  all  come 
from  rich  family.  Eat  whiteman  food.  Study  whiteman 
school.  Talk  like  whiteman  some  more.  So  confus- 
ing. Ask  you-ah,  your  shit  also  white  colour-ah? 

Male  1:  Gentlemen.  I  have  lost  so  much  fighting  for  the 

likes  of  your  kind.  I  have  made  so  many  personal 
sacrifices  for  an  egalitarian  society  where  we  could 
live  as  brothers.  Nah.  Nah.  You  disappoint  me 
terribly.  I'm  mad.  I'm  mad.  [Farts.] 

2&3:  Eee!  Who-ah?  You-ah?  Oi!  Cannot  tahan  man. 

Never  shit  so  long-ah?  Macham  atomic  bomb  man. 
Uncle!  Your  old  backside  got  big  gas  refinery  is  it? 
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Male  1:  I  think  it  must  be  one  of  you.  And  even  if  it  was 

inadvertently  mine,  you  chaps  must  bear  with  its" 
multiracial  quality.  Inhaling  it  will  be  a  good  exercise 
in  nation-building  and  harmonious  co-existence. 
Cheers. 

Male  2:  Oi,  kaneenabeh  chao  cheebye.  Fuck  you-lah.  You 

don't  want  to  admit  is  it?  Want  to  tell  lie  some  more. 
Punishment  for  you.  You  must  sleep  near  the  toilet 
bucket  until  your  release. 

Male  3:  Mad  bastard.  Every  night  you  torture  us  with  your 

stupid  political  rally  speech  for  what?  We  have 
never  voted  in  any  election  what.  Our  place  got 
no  opposition  what.  Kaneenahbeh  cheebye.  You 
dare  to  lie.  It  is  your  opposition  fart  right?  Busok 
sai  (smelly  shit).  We  will  show  you  our  freedom  of 
expression.  [They  force  him  down  and  try  farting 
into  his  mouth,  but  he  continues  speaking.] 

Male  1:  'If  you  tell  a  lie  big  enough  and  keep  repeating  it, 

people  will  eventually  come  to  believe  it.  The  lie 
can  be  maintained  only  for  such  time  as  the  State 
can  shield  the  people  from  the  political,  economic 
and  or  military  consequences  of  the  lie.  It  thus 
becomes  vitally  important  for  the  State  to  use  all 
of  its  powers  to  repress  dissent,  for  the  truth  is  the 
mortal  enemy  of  the  lie,  and  thus  by  extension,  the 
truth  is  the  greatest  enemy  of  the  State.'  Joseph 
Goebbels  of  the  Nazi  party  said  that. 

Male  3:  Sudah-lah,  diam.  Enough,  shut  up.  Why  don't  you 

give  up? 

Male  1 :  Give  up  what?  Give  up  what  my  dear  friends? 

Male  2:  Your  fucking  truth. 
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Male  1 :  Truth?  Truth  is  the  enemy  of  this  state  you  know? 

2  &  3:  Shut-up-lah!  We  don't  want  to  know.  [He  continues 

shouting  Truth  is  the  enemy  of  this  state'.  They 
beat  him.  Fade-out.] 

PRAYER  FOR  PEACE 

[Two  men  are  thrashing  a  mentally  disabled  kid.  Male  1  -AH.  Male 
2  -  Sugiman.  Kid  &  Interrogator  -  Max.] 

Kid:  Uncle!  Uncle!  Don't  beat  me.  I  scared.  I  scared. 

No! 

Male  1 :  I  don't  believe  in  reaching  Allah  through  the  use  of 

terror,  force  and  slaughter. 

Male  2:  I  don't  believe  in  reaching  Allah  through  the  use  of 

terror,  force  and  slaughter. 

Kid:  [Kid  transforms  into  interrogator  and  stands  up. 

Male  1  &  2  are  in  prayer  position.]  Then  why  did 
you  do  that? 

1  &  2:  Because  what  he  did  is  punishable  by  death. 

Kid:  Are  you  trying  to  build  an  Islamic  empire  here? 

Male  1:  The  ultimate  goal  of  the  Islamist  terrorists  is  to 

create  a  Pan-Islamic  world  ruled  by  a  Caliph.  The 
mandatory  qualifications  of  an  Islamic  Caliph  are: 
One  -  he  must  be  a  Muslim. 

Male  2:  Two  -  he  must  be  a  male. 

Male  1 :  Three  -  he  must  be  from  the  Quraysh  tribe  of  the 

Arabs. 
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Male  2:  Four  -  he  must  be  a  freeman  and  not  a  slave. 

Male  1 :  Five  -  he  must  be  of  sound  mind. 

Kid:  Sound  mind?  Are  you  both  of  sound  mind? 

Male  1 :  I  am  of  sound  mind. 

Male  2:  I  am  of  sound  mind. 

Kid:  Do  you  think  it  is  your  basic  right  to  terrorize  one 

whom  you  consider  an  infidel? 

Male  1 :  We  didn't  terrorize  anyone.  [To  Male  2]  Did  we? 

Male  2:  We  defended  our  honour.  [To  Male  1]  Did  we? 

Kid:  I  put  it  to  you  that  you  are  intolerant  to  any  idea  or 

faith  which  does  not  endorse  your  religious  belief 
and  because  of  this  fascistic  and  imperialistic  na- 
ture of  your  belief,  both  of  you  have  unleashed  the 
violence. 

Male  1 :  You  are  not  one  of  us. 

Male  2:  You  don't  understand  our  belief  and  faith. 

Kid:  I  am  well-versed  in  your  religion  and  history  and 

language.  My  interpretations  are  highly  respected 
and  trusted.  My  final  say  helps  to  formulate  the 
verdict  and  policies  of  this  nation. 

Male  1 :  Yes.  I  know  that  you  will  not  hesitate  to  use  your 

authority  and  media  power  to  frame  and  project  us 
as  terrorists  for  this  petty  incident. 

Male  2:  I  don't  think  it  is  a  petty  incident.  It  is  a  serious 

offence.  Insult.  But  it  could  start  a  riot  and  destroy 
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the  fragile  harmony. 

Kid:  [Applauds  Male  2  sarcastically]  I  appreciate  your 

concern  and  sensibility.  But  then,  [pushes  them 
down  by  the  neck]  why  did  you  do  it? 

1  &  2:  Do  what?  [Both  stand  up  and  to  each  other]  Why 

did  you  do  it?  Why  did  you  do  it? 

Kid:  [Becomes  Kid]  Uncle!  Don't  beat.  Uncle!  I  die! 

Male  1:  How  dare  you  enter  our  place?  What  are  you  all 

waiting  for?  Kill  this  stupid  animal  for  desecrating 
our  holy  place.  We  have  sold  our  freedom  and 
become  dogs.  Are  you  all  going  to  be  silent  wit- 
nesses to  the  sale  of  our  dignity? 

Male  2:  Who  gave  you  this?  Kill  this  animal.  What?  You 

want  to  hand  him  over  to  the  authorities?  They 
will  not  punish  him.  They  will  put  him  in  a  home. 
And  our  neighbouring  countries  will  laugh  at  us  for 
being  cowards.  Must  respect  authority?  Whose 
authority?  Allah's  authority  or  Kafirs'  authority? 


Malel: 

Allah's  authority! 

Male  2: 

Allah's  authority! 

Malel: 

You  like  football? 

Kid:  Uncle!  I  like  ...  I  like  football!  Give  me  football. 

Male  2:  Give  him  football.  [Kicks  and  Kid  screams.]  I  will  let 

you  go  if  you  tell  me  the  truth.  Who  gave  you  this 
packet? 

Kid:  One  uncle!  He  give  me  money.  He  tell  me  he  give 

some  more  money  wait  I  throw  packet  inside.  I  don't 
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know  him.  I  come.  I  throw.  Uncle! 

1  &  2:  The  rice  packet  fell  on  our  head.  It  scattered  all 

around.  Blasphemy. 

Kid:  [Becomes  Interrogator]  It  was  a  packet  of  rice  thrown 

by  a  mentally  disabled  moron.  Some  irresponsible 
idiot  had  played  a  prank  on  that  innocent  kid.  You 
cannot  justify  his  death.  Both  of  you  have  no  right 
to  kill  that  kid. 

1  &  2:  Not  just  rice.  Char  siew  (roastpork)  rice.  Forbidden 

meat  rice.  Which  you  eat.  We  did  not  kill  him.  Have 
you  identified  the  other  thousand  legs  which  stepped 
on  him?  We  are  as  innocent  as  the  kid.  He  was  at  a 
wrong  place  at  a  wrong  time.  Or  was  it  an  exercise 
by  your  intelligence  to  test  us?  Go  and  muzzle  your 
lapdog-media.  Go  and  distort  truth  as  usual.  Let  us 
pray  for  peace.  [Both  raise  their  arms  in  prayer] 

Kid:  And  harmony  for  this  country?  [Fade-out.] 


VIRGINITY 

[Maid  in  prayer  position.  Male  enters  and  encircles  Maid.  Female 
enters  USL.  Male  -  Max.  Female  -  Umi.  Maid  -  Nina.] 

Male:  Why  is  she  taking  so  long? 

Female:  She  is  praying-hor. 

Male:  Buay  tahan  already.  Why  ask  God  so  much?  It  is 

getting  late.  The  Tangki  (medium)  said  I  must  do  it 
exactly  at  the  time  he  has  given  me. 

Female:  As  if  you  have  done  everything  exactly  with  me.  No 
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wonder  we  have  no  children.  Wait-lah.  Let  her  open 
her  eyes  or  something. 


Male: 


Cannot  wait  already,  buay  tahan  already.  I  hope 
she  doesn't  complaint  to  anyone.  You  are  sure  she 
agreed-ah? 


Female:  Two  hundred  percent-mah.  We  have  enough 

evidence  what.  I  found  my  gold  ring  and  cash  in  her 
bag  what.  Ta  yi  wei  wo  men  ben  de  (She  thought 
we  were  stupid). 


Male: 


Valor,  ta  yi  wei  wo  men  ben  de.  Ta  bu  zhi  dao  wo 
fang  le  surveillance  camera.  She  thought  we  were 
stupid.  She  didn't  know  that  I  put  a  tiny  surveillance 
camera  in  the  house.  Caught  red-handed.  When 
we  showed  her  the  recording  she  was  shocked. 


Female:  If  we  give  the  recording  to  the  Police,  she  is 

finished.  Her  family  will  also  suffer.  That's  why  she 
agreed  to  your  request-mah.  Okay.  Quiet.  She  is 
ready. 


Male: 
Maid: 


[To  maid]  You  okay  or  not? 

[Weeping]  Okay  Sir.  Okay  Madam.  I  very  scared.  I 
do  wrong  thing. 


Female:  My  husband  has  already  sent  the  money  to  your 

father.  We  have  shown  you  the  remittance  slip.  You 
better  do  it.  You  promised  okay.  Or  you  go  jail. 


Male: 
Maid: 


Jail! 


No  problem  Madam.  I  also  called  my  father  just  now. 
He  say  he  got  the  money  already.  I  very  scared. 


Male: 


Sir,  do  it  very  slow  slow  one.  We  have  no  children. 
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We  see  the  Chinese  medium.  Like  your  Bomoh. 

Female:  Not  Bomoh.  Their  one  is  DukunAah. 

Male:  Like  your  Dukun.  He  said  that  if  I  sleep  with  a 

virgin,  not  married  girl  like  you  first,  then  I  can 
make  Madam  pregnant.  Madam  will  have  a  baby. 
You  see.  Madam  very  sad  because  no  baby.  Must 
make  Madam  happy.  Or  you  go  to  jail!  Cannot  go 
back  Indonesia.  Wait  cannot  see  your  daddy  and 
mummy. 

Female:  You  must  help  us.  Don't  be  afraid.  I  know  it  is 

against  your  religion.  Forget  about  religion. 
Religion  cannot  give  you  so  much  money  what? 
You  pray  also  no  money  come  down  from  the  sky. 
Think  you  are  doing  exercise  okay.  Okay.  Lie  down. 
Faster.  Go  jail  you  want?  Sir  will  do  it  very  slowly. 
No  pain  okay.  If  you  are  scared  close  your  eyes. 
Stop  crying. 


Male: 


[To  wife]  You  can  watch  if  you  want  to.  It  will  make 
me  hot.  Okay.  Hold  her  hands.  Don't  let  her  move. 
[To  maid]  Oh  you  want  to  close  your  eyes.  Hey!  Go 
jail-ah.  Open  your  legs.  Sir  do  very  slowly  like  exer- 
cise. [Maid  struggles,  kicks  Male  in  the  groin,  gets 
up  and  run  offstage  USR]Aah\  Stop  the  bitch! 


Female:  Dear-ah!  She  is  climbing  up  the  kitchen  window-ah! 

She  is  jumping! 

Maid:  [Offstage  scream.  Fade-out.] 


HOLY  SMOKE 

[A  Chinese  couple  and  a  Malay  smoker  at  a  quiet  bus-stop.  Wife 
-  Theresa.  Husband  -  Max.  Smoker  -  Shaifui] 
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Wife: 


Husband: 


Wife: 


Husband: 
Wife: 
Male: 
Wife: 

Male: 

Wife: 

Male: 


Wife: 


Dear.  Look  at  that  idiot.  He  is  smoking  in  the  bus- 
stop.  And  the  smoke  is  coming  to  us.  I  am  choking. 
I  am  going  to  have  my  attack  soon.  You  know  I  am 
allergic  to  smoke.  Why  don't  you  do  something? 

Speak  softly.  He  might  hear.  He  looks  just  like  a 
troublemaker.  Just  pretend  that  there  is  no  smoke. 
The  bus  will  come  soon. 

Look  who  is  talking?  You  were  trained  as  a  Com- 
mando in  the  army.  Trained  by  the  Israelis.  For 
what?  No  guts:  He  is  breaking  the  law  and  you  are 
keeping  quiet.  I  have  to  suffer.  I  am  going  to  tell 
him. 

Don't  talk  to  him.  You  are  asking  for  trouble.  Wait. 

[To  smoker]  Excuse  me! 

Yes! 

Don't  you  know  that  you  are  not  supposed  to  smoke 
in  the  bus-stop? 

Why  cannot-ah?  Where?  Where  got  write?  This  is 
my  kampong. 

This  is  a  bus  stop.  Not  a  kampong.  I  mean  village. 
See  that  sign? 

That  one  fake-lah.  Last  time  my  kampong.  Now 
bus-stop.  I  come  back  to  see  my  kampong  what? 
My  kampong  can  smoke-lah. 

You  are  smoking  and  the  smoke  is  coming  to  me. 
Second-hand  smoke  is  a  serious  health  hazard  you 
know. 
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Male: 
Wife: 


Male: 
Wife: 
Male: 

Wife: 

Husband: 

Male: 

Husband: 
Male: 

Wife: 

Male: 
Husband: 


So! 


Don't  you  know  that  non-smokers'  risk  of 
developing  heart  disease  is  from  25  to  30  percent 
and  lung  cancer  from  20  to  30  percent  when  they 
inhale  second-hand  smoke  from  smokers  like  you? 
If  you  have  children,  your  children  would  suffer  from 
sudden  infant  death  syndrome.  There  are  more  than 
50  cancer-causing  chemicals  in  your  second-hand 
smoke.  Smoker  like  you  and  non-smoker  like  me 
both  inhale  same  level  of  toxin.  Are  you  listening? 


No! 


What?  No? 

You  government  is  it?  Got  power  to  summon  me? 
Fuck  off  bitch. 

You  better  watch  your  language.  I'll  call  the  Police. 

Darling.  Let's  go. 

Hey  darling.  You  got  no  balls  to  talk  to  me  is  it?  Go 
and  hide  under  her  skirt-lah.  My  second-hand  smoke 
won't  come  under  her  skirt. 

Excuse  me  sir,  please  watch  your  language. 

Sir?  Fuck  off!  Just  fuck-off!  I  will  smoke.  What  can 
you  do? 

Stop  using  such  filthy  language.  It  only  reflects  on 
your  poor  upbringing. 

Hey  bitch!  Are  you  being  racist? 

Sir,  sir,  we're  not  racist.  We're  Singaporean. 
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Male: 


Wife: 
Male: 
Husband: 

Wife: 

Husband: 
Male: 

Wife: 
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What  fucking  sir?  Ask  your  wife  to  call  me  sir. 

Sir!  She  did  not  make  any  racist  remark.  Darling! 
Come  on.  They  are  like  that.  They  have  no  courtesy. 
No  amount  of  your  advice  will  change  them  for  the 
better.  They  are  condemned.  Come  on.  The  bus  is 
here. 

Hey  what  condemned?  Think  just  because  I 
Malay, -I  condemned  is  it?  You  are  too  much.  You 
are  making  fun  of  my  race.  Why  your  wife  so  noisy? 
You  never  fuck  her  properly  is  it?  Because  your  one 
is  useless  yellow  cigarette  right?  Ask  her  to  try  my 
brown  cigar-lah!  Some  more  potong  (cut)  one.  Very 
clean. 

Dear!  What  brown  cigar  is  he  talking  about? 

Seventh  month  ghost. 

Brown  cigar  is  not  a  dirty  word.  Cigar  is  brown 
one-mah. 

Dear.  I  am  calling  the  Police  now.  We  must  fix  him 
for  outrage  of  modesty.  Take  out  your  phone  and 
click  his  photo. 

Okay.  Sir,  can  you  please  look  here? 

Oi!  Why  are  you  taking  my  photo?  You  think  you  are 
smart-ah?  Give  me  the  phone.  [Kicks  in  the  groin, 
takes  handphone  and  runs.] 

Help!  Help!  He  is  robbing  my  husband.  Please 
come  down  from  the  bus  and  help.  Don't  just  look. 
Someone  please  help.  Dear!  Wake  up!  Where  did 
he  kick  you? 
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Husband:         Aaa!  My  yellow  cigarette.  [Becomes  unconscious.] 

Wife:  Oh  my  God!  Blood!  Darling!  Wake  up!  Wake  up! 

[To  bus  passengers]  What  are  you  still  sitting 
for?  Watching  fucking  mobile  tv  is  it?  All  of  you 
Kaneenabeh  cheebye.  Cowards!  Come  down  from 
your  fucking  SBS  bus  and  help  me  catch  that  fucking 
Malay  bastard.  [Fade-out.] 

FOREIGN  TALENT 

[Two  males  in  a  dark  HDB  lift.  Both  are,  singing  their  national 
anthems.  Lights  come  on  and  both  scramble  to  their  feet. 
Male  1  -AH.  Male  2  -  Max.] 

Both:  [In  Mandarin  and  Tamil]  I'm  a  Singaporean.  Please 

save  me! 

Male  1 :  How  long  do  you  think  we  have  to  wait  for  the  main- 

tenance crew  to  come  and  save  us  from  this  lift? 

Male  2:  I  don't  know.  They  will  come. 

Male  1 :  You  stay  in  this  flat? 

Male  2:  Yes. 

Malel:  Rental? 

Male  2:  No.  You  stay  in  this  flat? 

Male  1:  Yes.  Rental.  I  am  from  India.  IT  personnel.  You  are 

from  China? 

Male  2:  Yes.  I  study.  Singapore  scholarship.  My  wife  also 

scholarship.  Finish  studying.  Now  working  for  the 
government.  You  married? 
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Male  1 :  Married.  My  wife  also  in  IT.  So  we  are  both  foreign 

talents  stuck  in  the  lift.  I  am  very  frightened  of  closed 
space.  I  am  so  used  to  open  space  in  my  country. 

Male  2:  I  also  like  open  space.  Singapore  so  small.  All  closed 

space.  Everywhere  flat.  Not  good  to  stay  here.  I  will 
go  back  soon  after  selling  my  flat. 

Male  1:  Not  easy.  The  property  market  is  bad,  you  know. 

That's  why  I  didn't  buy  flat.  I  rent  the  whole  flat. 
Then  I  invite  all  my  other  IT  friends  to  come  and 
stay  with  me.  Three  persons  to  one  room.  I  collect 
rent.  It  covers  my  rent  and  bills  and  I  still  make  a 
profit.  The  house  owner  doesn't  know  anything.  I 
am  not  sorry  to  say  this.  Generally  Singaporeans 
are  stupid.  Do  you  agree? 

Male  2:  I  agree.  It  is  very  easy  to  cheat  Singaporeans. 

Male  1 :  These  Singapore  companies  like  to  hire  only  foreign 

talents  like  us  in  IT  support.  We  are  cheap.  We 
don't  have  to  serve  NS  or  reservist.  The  big  joke 
is  they  don't  know  that  most  of  our  Indian  resume 
is  fiction.  Can  get  Nobel  prize  you  know?  Some 
of  my  friends  even  cheated  the  Singapore  system 
you  know?  One  of  my  IT  friends  took  about  eighty 
percent  housing  loan  from  HDB,  and  purchased 
a  flat.  He  wanted  to  sell  the  flat  at  a  higher  price 
and  make  a  profit.  But  the  market  price  dropped 
very  low.  He  cannot  even  recover  his  own  twenty 
percent  you  know.  He  did  his  homework.  So  he 
quietly  ran  away  to  India  with  his  family.  It  took  the 
tiny  Singapore  idiots  about  six  months  to  find  out 
that  he  had  disappeared  forever.  How  to  find  him  in 
big  India?  Not  one  case  you  know.  So  many  of  my 
countrymen  ran  away  you  know.  They  decided  to 
run  away  than  to  stay  here  and  pay  and  pay  back 
the  eighty  percent.  All  the  property  agents  know 
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how  we  Indians  played  out  the  system  you  know. 
It  is  easy  for  us  Indians  to  con  Singaporeans?  Now 
quite  difficult.  They  have  changed  the  law.  Maybe 
because  of  my  countrymen  you  know?  Must  take 
bank  loan  only  and  so  much  paperwork.  Ha  ha 
ha! 

Male  2:  Not  bad.  Let  me  share  my  joke.  Singapore  gov- 

ernment set  up  an  exhibition  in  Beijing.  We  went 
to  the  exhibition  and  applied.  We  got  the  scholar- 
ship in  exchange  for  a  four  years  bond.  Study  for 
free.  First  I  rented  a  room.  Second  year  of  study 
the  government  offered  us  PR.  We  didn't  have  to 
apply.  They  gave  it  to  us  free.  So  we  took  it.  We 
graduated  with  honours.  We  were  offered  jobs  in 
statutory  boards  and  GLCs  (Government  Listed 
Companies).  During  the  four  years  bond  we  got 
full  salary  and  did  not  pay  CPF.  Our  bond  was  over. 
So  we  bought  this  HDB  flat.  The  government  is 
pressurizing  us  to  take  citizenship.  But  we  are  not 
interested.  It  has  been  two  and  a  half  years  living 
here.  I  am  selling  my  flat  now.  As  you  said,  the 
property  market  is  down.  But  we  will  still  make  a 
profit  when  we  convert  the  money  and  escape 
to  China.  Silly  Singaporeans  call  this  globalization. 
I  call  it  gobbleisation. 

Male  1 :  Gobbleisation!  Precisely.  We  gobble-up  these  low- 

class  coolie  migrant  fools.  Singapore  is  a  high-class 
refugee  camp  for  us  as  long  as  the  citizens  are 
sillyzens. 

Male  2:  One  more  joke.  A  Chinese  ghost  failed  to  return  to 

hell  after  the  seventh  month  ghost  festival.  It  was 
arrested  and  interrogated  by  the  police.  It  had  no 
papers.  So  the  intelligence  unit  employed  it  as 
a  hantu  (ghost)  -  a  spy.  They  gave  it  the  latest 
camera  phone  and  digital  recorder  to  go  around 
the  constituencies  to  spy  during  the  election.  They 
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classified  the  ghost  as  Foreign  Talent  instead  of 
Others.  I  heard  the  Foreign  Talent  ghost  has  been 
asked  to  haunt  JCs,  SAP  schools  to  gather  feed- 
back on  the  next  generation's  mindset. 

Male  1:  Hantu  also  foreign  talent!  Got  vacancy  for  Indian 

ghost? 

Male  2:  No  black  ghost,  only  yellow  ghost. 

Male  1:  Friend.  Can  you  call  the  lift  maintenance  on  your 

handphone?  I  left  my  handphone  at  home.  We  have 
been  ringing  the  bell.  But  nobody  came. 

Male  2:  Oh  I  am  very  sorry.  I  also  did  not  bring  my 

handphone.  I  rushed  to  work  and  forgot  to  take  my 
phone. 

Male  1 :  Who  is  going  to  come?  Some  work-permit  holding 

foreign  talent? 

Male  2:  I  don't  know.  It  is  getting  very  late.  I  am  scared.  I 

don't  want  to  die  in  a  Singapore  HDB  lift. 

Male  1 :  I  don't  want  to  die  in  this  stupid  Singapore  lift. 

Male  2:  Hello!  Is  anybody  there? 

Both:  [In  Mandarin  and  Tamil]  I  am  Singaporean.  Please 

save  me.  [Male  2's  handphone  rings.] 

Male  1:  You  said  you  forgot  your  handphone.  [Male  1's 

handphone  rings.] 

Male  2:  You  also  forgot  your  handphone? 

Both:  [Laugh]  Foreign  Talent.  Hello!  [Phone  conversation 

in  Mandarin  and  Tamil.  Fade-out.] 
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INKY  PINKY  PONKY 

[A  Malay  transsexual  and  a  Chinese  stranger  at  the  MRT  station. 
Transsexual  -  Sugiman.  Stranger  -  Shaifui] 

Transsexual:     [Sings] 

Inky  Pinky  Ponky 
Father  bought  a  donkey. 
Donkey  died.  Father  cried. 
Inky  Pinky  Ponky 

Stranger:         Hi! 

Transsexual:    Hi! 

Stranger:         What  are  you  doing? 

Transsexual:  What  am  I  doing?  Nothing.  Waiting  for  the  west 
bound  train.  And  what  are  you  doing  cutie? 

Stranger:  I  am  waiting  for  the  train  too. 

Transsexual:  Nice  to  meet  you. 

Stranger:  What  is  that  Inky  Pinky  Ponky? 

Transsexual:  You  don't  know  Inky  Pinky  Ponky? 

Stranger:  No  I  don't.  Sounds  interesting. 

Transsexual:  Oh  oh!  You  were  eavesdropping.  Very  naughty  boy. 
Why  are  you  so  handsome?  Come  on.  Don't  blush. 
You  know  that  don't  you?  Got  girlfriend  or  not? 

Stranger:         Girlfriend?  No. 

Transsexual:  Hmm!  Still  single  and  available.  Please  don't  tackle 
me-ah.  Okay,  okay.  I  won't  tease  you.  So  you  want 
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to  know  about  Inky  or  Pinky  or  Ponky?  Or  the  don- 
key? Donkey's  one  is  very  big  you  know.  Aiyo!  Very 
scary  I  tell  you.  Have  you  seen  a  donkey's  one? 

Stranger:         Donkey's  what? 

Transsexual:    Aiyo  why  so  blur?  Donkey's  dick  my  boy. 

Stranger:         Oh!  Have  you  seen  one? 

Transsexual:  No.  But  I  would  like  to  have  one.  Is  yours  as  hot  as 
the  donkey's? 

Stranger:         I  am  sorry.  It  is  funny  ... 

Transsexual:  ...the  way  I  talk?  Profane?  Okay.  Shall  we  talk 
something  profound? 

Stranger:         I  didn't  mean  that? 

Transsexual:  Hello  handsome!  You  started  the  conversation.  I  am 
not  dying  to  talk  to  you.  Look  at  the  crowd.  I  have 
been  waiting  here  for  a  while  you  know.  Nobody 
came  forward  to  talk  to  me.  Or  even  say  a  friendly 
hi.  All  they  want  to  know  is  whether  I  have  a  hole 
or  a  pole  between  my  thunder  thighs?  Right?  What 
is  happening  to  this  society?  People  have  lost  the 
art  of  communication.  They  are  only  comfortable 
when  they  talk  to  their  toilet  with  their  arsehole. 

Stranger:         I  don't  talk  to  any  toilet. 

Transsexual:  Hello!  Are  you  calling  me  a  toilet?  [Pulls  Stranger 
very  close  to  him,  too  close  for  comfort.] 

Stranger:         No. 

Transsexual:    [Releases  Stranger]  Brrr. . .  I  don't  bother  anymore. 
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I  don't  need  people  to  talk  to.  I  speak  to  God. 

Stranger:         God?  You  speak  to  God? 

Transsexual:  Yes  loverboy.  I  am  waiting  for  God.  He  will  be 
arriving  soon  at  this  station  platform.  He  will  not 
come  unless  you  chant  the  magic  mantra.  And 
you  are  blessed  because  you  just  heard  me  chant- 
ing Inky  Pinky  Ponky.  You  are  puzzled  right?  Just 
like  my  boyfriend.  He  was  exactly  like  you.  Never 
believed  me.  I  loved  him  so  much  you  know. 

Stranger:  Is  he  the  God  you  are  waiting  for? 

Transsexual:  Why  are  you  so  intelligent-ah?  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  a  secret.  Please  do  not  reveal  this  to  anyone 
okay.  Actually,  my  boyfriend  spoke  to  God  first. 

Stranger:  I  don't  get  it. 

Transsexual:    Don't  talk  to  me  like  those  idiots. 

Stranger:         Who? 

Transsexual:  Those  psychiatric  shits.  Okay.  My  boyfriend  is 
Chinese  you  know.  He  was  an  airforce  pilot.  Top 
of  the  class.  During  his  mission,  he  met  God  in 
the  sky.  God  stopped  his  jet  for  a  while.  It  just 
stopped  in  mid-air.  Didn't  appear  on  the  radar.  His 
superiors  thought  he  was  dead  somewhere  in  the 
South  China  Sea.  But  in  act,  he  had  accidentally 
entered  the  Malaysia  airspace.  And  that's  how  he 
met  God.  After  that,  he  met  me  at  this  station.  We 
shared  our  thoughts  about  God.  We  liked  each 
other.  We  planned  to  get  married. 

Stranger:         Married? 
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Transsexual:  But  he  had  to  convert  you  know.  He  was  willing 
to  convert.  But  his  superiors  found  out.  They 
downgraded  him. 


Stranger: 


Why? 


Transsexual:  Why?  How  can  our  airforce  have  a  fighter-pilot  who 
is  converting  to  the  religion  of  the  non-Chinese? 
Dangerous  right?  He  might  take  the  plane  to  the 
neighbouring  country  during  war.  So  he  was  put  in 
cold-storage.  He  resigned  and  I  took  care  of  him. 
This  is  our  meeting  point.  We  would  wait  for  each 
other  and  play  inky  Pinky  Ponky  here  and  then  wait 
for  God's  arrival.  He  is  now  with  God.  He  will  be 
here  in  a  while.  You  don't  believe  me  right?  [Grabs 
Stranger  again.] 

Stranger:  I  do.  I  do.  Please,  let  me  go.  Can  you  teach  me  how 

to  play  Inky  Pinky  Ponky? 

Transsexual:    So  you  too  want  to  see  God? 

Stranger:         Everyone  would  like  to  see  God. 

Transsexual:  Too  bad.  Only  you  and  I  can  see  God  in  a  while. 
Your  stars  must  be  bright.  You  are  the  chosen  one 
today.  Otherwise  how  could  I  have  met  you.  This 
is  what  they  call  synchronicity  love. 

Stranger:         Synchronicity  love? 

Transsexual:    Okay  lets  play  Inky  Pinky  Ponky.  Come  closer.  Stay 
behind  the  yellow  line.  Here  we  go. 
Inky  Pinky  Ponky 
Father  bought  a  donkey. 
Donkey  died.  Father  cried. 
Inky  Pinky  Ponky 
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Stranger:         Inky  Pinky  Ponky 

Father  bought  a  donkey. 
Donkey  died.  Father  cried. 
Inky  Pinky  Ponky 

[Both  repeat  the  game  a  couple  of  times.  Each  time  it  speeds  up.] 

Transsexual:    You  have  the  knack  for  it. 

Stranger:         The  train  is  coming. 

Transsexual:    No.  God  is  coming. 

Stranger:  It  is  the  train. 

Transsexual:  The  train  is  God.  You  are  just  like  my  boyfriend.  He 
didn't  belief  that  the  train  is  God.  I  had  to  prove  it  to 
him. 

Stranger:         Prove?  How  did  you  prove  it? 

Transsexual:    By  pushing  ... 

Stranger:         Stop  stop  ...  no  ...  aaah! 

Transsexual:    . . .  him  onto  the  tracks  when  God  arrived  on  time.  Hi 
God!  It  is  my  great  pleasure  to  see  you  again.  Okay. 
It  is  time  for  me  to  get  back  to  the  ward  and  admit 
myself.  They  must  be  looking  for  me  high  and  low 
with  all  those  multi-colour  pills.  Ciao! 
Inky  Pinky  Ponky 
Father  bought  a  donkey. 
Donkey  died.  Father  cried. 
Inky  Pinky  Ponky 

[Sings  Inky  Pinky  Ponky  till  Fade-out] 
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SHAHID  GAME 

[Private  kindergarten.  Pregnant  Southern  Thai-Muslim  female 
suicide  bomber  takes  six  children  and  the  male-Chinese  Guest- 
of  Honour  hostage.  The  six  children  perform  Chinese  fan  dance. 
Dance  ends.  Female  -  Dew.  GOH  -  Max.  Children  -  All,  Nina, 
Shaiful,  Sugiman,  Theresa,  Umi.] 


Child  2:  Clean  up! 

Children:  Clean  up,  clean  up!  [They  keep  the  fans  behind 

Female.] 

Female:  Children,  it's  storytime. 

Children:  What  story? 

Child  1:  Auntie,  why  your  stomach  so  big?  [Stretches  out 

hand  to  touch  Female's  belly.] 

Child  5:  My  father's  stomach  is  bigger! 

Child  6:  My  mummy's  stomach  also  big  big  one! 

GOH:  Shut  up!  Fold  your  arms  and  cross  your  legs.  Show 

me  that  you  are  ready.  Here!  Take  these  lollipops 
and  suck  them  and  keep  quiet!  [To  Female]  Can  I 
make  a  request? 

Female:  You  want  me  to  release  you? 

GOH:  No.  Not  at  all.  I  will  remain  here.  You  have  released 

all  the  other  children  and  the  parents  and  teachers. 
Can  you  please  release  these  six  children? 

Female:  Why  should  I  release  them?  I  have  specially  se- 

lected them.  We  studied  and  planned  this  operation 
meticulously  before  executing  it.  We  were  aware 
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that  you  had  agreed  to  become  the  Guest-of- 
Honour  for  this  private  function  because  your  child 
graduated  from  this  speech  and  drama  school  last 
year. 


GOH: 


You  selected  these  children  because  they  are  non- 
Muslims? 


Female:  Exactly.  Otherwise  it  won't  hurt  your  powers-that- 

be.  It  is  in  your  hands  now.  You  decide  the  fate  of 
these  children.  Children!  Sssh! 

GOH:  Quiet! 

Female:  Can't  you  see?  Auntie  is  having  a  discussion  with 

uncle  here.  Once  auntie  finishes  talking  with  uncle, 
we  will  play  an  interesting  game  okay? 

Children:  Okay  auntie.  Thank  you  auntie. 

GOH:  Quiet!  Children!  Quiet!  That's  it.  Just  suck  that 

lollipop.  [To  female]  Are  you  really  having  a  bomb 
under  that  tunic?  I  suspect  you  might  be  lying. 

Female:  Okay.  I  will  press  the  button  now.  Will  this  make  you 

happy?  There  will  be  nothing  left  to  remember.  The 
IED  (Improvised  Explosive  Device)  belt  I  am  carry- 
ing on  my  body  has  sharp  nails.  Would  you  prefer 
these  children  to  be  nailed  like  your  saviour? 


GOH: 


No!  Please!  No!  Don't  do  it.  I  apologise.  Sorry.  I'm 
sorry. 


Female:  Don't  taunt  me.  We  are  running  out  of  time. 

GOH:  They  must  be  searching  for  him.  What  if  he  had 

gone  overseas? 
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Female:  I've  told  you.  And  you  have  told  your  people.  But 

nothing  is  happening.  I  don't  care  whether  he  is 
overseas  or  not.  I  need  the  father  of  this  bastard 
foetus  I've  been  carrying  for  the  past  nine  months. 
The  animal  who  planted  this  is  one  of  your  military 
personnel.  I  want  him  to  come  here  and  collect  his 
fixed  deposit. 

GOH:  I  am  really  confused.  It  sounds  a  bit  ridiculous.  How 

can  one  of  our  personnel  make  you  pregnant? 

Female:  He  didn't  make  me  pregnant.  He  raped  me  under 

the  pretext  of  investigation  and  torture.  It  was  part 
of  his  overseas  training.  Covert  operation. 

GOH:  I  am  appalled  to  hear  that  a  son  of  our  soil  would 

commit  such  an  ignominious  act.  I  think  it  is  a 
figment  of  your  imagination.  Are  you  suffering 
from  any  schizophrenic  or  post  psycho-traumatic 
depression  or ... 

Female:  Hey  arsehole. 

Child  5:  [Echoes]  Arsehole! 

Female:  Stop  using  your  motherfucking  anglicized  Chinese 

status  quo  English. 

Child  6:  [Echoes]  Mother  fucking? 

Female:  Who  do  you  think  you  are?  Who  empowered  you? 

Did  you  fight  like  a  man,  one-to-one  and  come  to 
power?  You  were  a  piece  of  unknown  shit... 

Child  3:  Shit! 

Female:  ...  yesterday  and  suddenly  became  a  powerful  me- 

diaface  overnight  by  winning  without  a  challenge. 
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And  you  dare  to  boss  me  around  now  you  pig? 

Child  4:  Pig! 

Female:  You  don't  even  know  the  social  background  of  your 

poor  constituents.  You  are  a  bourgeoisie  shit. 

Child  3:  Shit  again! 

Female:  Kneel!  I  said  kneel  you  pig.  Children.  See  uncle  is 

kneeling  now. 

Children:  Yes  auntie. 

Female:  Uncle  has  become  a  pig. 

Children:  [They  point  at  GOH  and  laugh]  Uncle  has  become 

a  pig. 

Female:  Okay  clap  your  hands  for  the  pig.  [Children  clap.] 

Don't  be  frightened.  Uncle  and  auntie  are  practising 
the  game  we  are  going  to  play  soon.  Okay.  Hi  Pig! 
Say  hi!  Say  hi  to  the  children!  Come  on  Pig. 

GOH:  Hi  children!  Uncle  is  a  pig  now. 

Female:  Snort  like  a  Pig!  Snort!  Dance  like  a  Pig.  Make 

faces  like  a  Pig.  Go  on.  [GOH  snorts  and  dances 
like  a  pig  and  makes  faces.  Children  enjoy  the 
performance.]  Children,  do  you  want  to  beat  this 
dirty  Pig?  Do  you  want  a  piggy-ride? 

Children:  Yes  auntie. 

Child  5:  Hey  pig,  carry  me.  [Sits  on  GOH,  the  rest  of 

the  children  try  to  push  him  off,  but  he  pushes 
everyone  away] 
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Child  4:  I  also  want  to  sit  on  this  pig. 

Female:  Are  you  enjoying  the  fun  Sir?  Answer  me? 

Child  1 :  Hey  pig.  Are  you  having  fun?  Auntie  is  asking  you. 

Say  yes. 

GOH:  Yes.  I  am  having  so  much  fun. 

Female:  Then  say  it  with  your  piggy  sounds. 

Child  3:  This  pig  doesn't  know  how  to  make  piggy  sounds. 

So  boring. 

Child  1 :  Auntie,  can  we  play  another  game? 

Female:  Would  you  all  like  to  play  a  special  game,  which 

only  very  few  children  in  the  world  know  how  to 
play? 

Child  1 :  Yes!  What  is  the  name  of  the  game? 

Female:  Shahid  game.  Say  Shahid  game. 

Children:  Shahid  game. 

Female:  Take  this  white  cloth.  Place  it  on  the  floor.  [The 

children  do  it]  Excellent.  You  have  placed  the  white 
cloth  on  the  floor.  Now  children,  you  must  decide 
who  wants  to  pretend  to  be  the  dead  body  on  the 
cloth. 

Children:  [They  argue]  I  want  to  be  the  dead  body.  No!  You 

cannot!  I! 

Female:  Okay!  Listen  children.  I  will  tell  you  how  the 

overseas  children  will  play  this  game.  You  must 
say,  I  am  younger  than  you. 
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Child  5:  I  am  younger  than  you. 

Female:  I  should  be  the  one  to  die. 

Child  4:  I  should  be  the  one  to  die. 

Female:  I  will  have  the  honour  of  playing  the  dead  child. 

Child  6:  I  will  have  the  honour  of  playing  the  dead  child. 

Female:  You  were  the  Shahid  yesterday. 

Child  3:  You  were  the  Shahid  yesterday. 

Female:  Today  it  is  my  turn. 

Child  2:  Today  it  is  my  turn. 

Female:  I  am  younger  than  you. 

Child  1 :  I  am  younger  than  you. 

Female:  I  will  be  the  one  to  die. 

Children:  I  will  be  the  one  to  die. 

Female:  Then,  one  of  you  must  lie  down  on  the  white  sheet 

and  pretend  to  be  the  dead  Shahid.  Then  one  of  you 
must  pretend  to  be  the  mother  and  cry  and  yell  for 
your  dead  Shahid.  Then,  the  others  must  wrap  the 
Shahid  and  carry  him  and  walk  slowly  and  chant. 
Come  on  children.  Show  me. 

Children:  [The  children  argue  and  then  decide  on  the  roles.] 

Auntie,  nobody  wants  to  be  the  dead  Shahid.  Can 
uncle  be  the  dead  Shahid?  We  will  be  his  family 
and  friends  okay? 
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Female:  Brilliant.  Show  me.  Uncle,  go  and  lie  down  on  the 

white  shroud. 

Children:  Uncle.  Lie  down  this  way.  Close  your  eyes.  We  want 

to  wrap  you.  Carry  you.  Don't  fall  down  okay.  [The 
children  yell  and  cry  carry  the  Shahid  and  walk 
around  in  procession.] 

Female:  Come  on!  Start  chanting  Allahu  Akbar!  Make  way  for 

the  Shahid! 

Children:  Allahu  Akbar!  Make  way  for  the  Shahid! 

Female:  Children,  do  you  know  what  does  a  Shahid  mean? 

Children:  No! 

Female:  A  Shahid  is  a  martyr  who  dies  for  his  people.  He 

will  go  to  heaven.  Do  you  want  to  send  uncle  to 
heaven? 

Children:  No!  We  want  to  go  heaven! 

Female:  Really?  Okay.  Line  up.  I  have  a  gift  for  you,  but  you 

must  give  me  a  five  first. 

[Children  queue  up.  Each  child  gives  her  a  five  and  receives  a 
water  pistol  filled  with  red  solution.  Female  has  birth  contractions. 
GOH  gets  up  cautiously  and  attends  to  female.  She  tries  to  push 
him  off.  He  grabs  both  of  her  hands  and  ties  them  behind  the  chair 
with  his  tie.  The  children  scream.] 

Children:  The  pig  is  bad  pig.  It  tied  auntie.  Auntie  is  going  to 

give  birth.  Pig.  Don't  harm  auntie.  Auntie  is  a  good 
person.  Call  the  ambulance  pig.  My  daddy  is  a 
doctor.  Call  my  daddy  Pig.  I  watch  the  video  of  my 
mummy.  She  was  like  this  before  she  give  birth  to 
my  brother  you  know.  Someone  stop  the  Pig. 
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GOH: 


Shut  up!  All  of  you!  Don't  come  near.  Stay  there. 
Sit!  If  you  don't  I  will  beat  you.  This  auntie  is  a 
bad  person.  She  is  going  to  kill  all  of  us.  [Female 
screams  in  agony.  Her  water-bag  bursts  and  seeps 
down  to  the  floor.  GOH  strangles  female  with  his 
bare  hands.] 


Children:  [Children  cry  and  gather  at  CSR.]  Stop  the  Pig.  Pig 

is  squeezing  auntie's  neck.  Pig  is  killing  auntie.  I 
am  scared. Mummy!  Daddy! 


GOH: 


[Female  is  dead.]  Children.  Don't  cry.  I  have  saved 
all  of  you.  See  auntie  is  sleeping.  She  will  wake  up 
later.  Let's  go. 


Children:  No!  We  want  to  see  the  baby.  Pig!  You  killed 

auntie. 


GOH: 


Shut-up!  Auntie  is  sleeping.  The  baby  is  also 
sleeping.  We  will  all  die  if  the  baby  comes  out 
now.  Hey!  Stop!  Don't  go  near  auntie.  Don't  disturb 
her.  Come  with  me.  Hurry.  It  is  getting  late.  Come 
here!  All  of  you!  All  of  us  must  get  out  of  here  now. 
Now! 


[GOH  struggles  with  the  children.  They  refuse  to  listen  to  him.  They 
run  wild  and  use  their  water  pistols  to  shoot  at  him.  His  white  attire 
turns  red.  Suddenly  a  mobile  phone  rings.  Polyphonic  ringtone  of 
call  for  Islamic  prayer.  Ringtone  comes  from  a  phone  concealed 
under  the  female's  tunic.  GOH  and  the  children  freeze  and  stare 
at  the  female.  Flash  and  explosion  sound  effects.  Blackout.] 
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